Shanghai. It was confusing, to say the least. Having re- 57
constructed one city he would-go on to another and then
another. There was no let up to it. The walls were papered
with the plans for these new cities. Knowing most of
these cities by heart he would often revisit them in his
dreams 5 and since he had altered them throughout, even
to such a1 detail as changing the names of the streets, the
result was that he would pass sleepless nights trying to
extricate himself and, oh awakening, had difficulty recov-
ering his own identity. It was a land of megalomania, he
thought, a sort of glorified constructivism which was a
pathologic hangover from his Peloponnesian heritage.
We developed the subject further at Tiryns when exam-
ining the Cyclopean walls, and again at Mycenae, and for
the last time at Nauplia, after climbing the 999 steps
leading to the top of the fortress. I came to the conclusion
that the Peloponnesians were a race of builders whose
spiritual development h&d been arrested at a formative
period and who, consequently, had gone on building auto-
matically, like heavy-handed, heavy-footed sleepwalk-
ers. .Nobody knows what these people were trying to cre-
ate in their sleep 5 we know only that they preferred to
work with the most untractable material. Not a single
poet emerged from this race of stone builders. They pro-
duced some marvellous "assassinators," legislators and
military leaders. When the curtain fell on the scene the
house was not only dark but empty. The soil was so satu-
rated with blood that even to-day the crops from the rich
plains and valleys are superlatively luxuriant.

When we took the boat for Spetsai Katsimbalis was still
talking. The two of us were going on alone. Spetsai was
only a few hours away. As I say, Katsimbalis was still
talking, AJS we neared our destination it began to sprinkle
a tat We got into the small boat and were rowed ashore,
Katsimbalis remarking that the place looked strange, that